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	1. Chapter 1

There is a quiet home in a small town practically hidden in the woods. Nothing happens there. Nothing has ever happened there. After tonight nothing would continue to happen in that quiet house in that little town. But tonight the house was alive. There was a man, a nursemaid, and a woman lying on the bed about to become a mother.

There was a fourth person in the home, a young girl with old eyes. No one paid her any mind, she was there for one reason and then she would leave.

Hours crawled by and at exactly four seventeen in the morning crying fills the house. It is a welcome and joyful noise. It is at this time the girl watching from the corner walks towards the weary new mother. The tired smile drops from the woman's face as she stares at the unnamed girl then down at her squealing baby.

"Hope" the mother whispers in a dry voice as she reaches a hand towards her baby girl, "Her name is Hope."

The new father does not comprehend until he catches the young girl out of the corner of his eye before she is gone. As quick as a blink he forgets ever seeing her as his wife's eyes close and the nursemaid announces the worst news. "The labor must have been too intense for her...she's gone."

The nursemaid cradles the child as the father weeps by his departed wife's bed. In the corner the girl and the mother stand watching the scene. After a long moment of silence the girl leads the woman away from the home.

As they walk the woods change and the gentle colors of the rising sun is replaced with blood red. Further they go until they come across a house. The woman's house. It is empty inside as it would be.

The girl opens the door and the woman walks in. Every detail is the same right down to the patched curtains and dusty rug. No matter the likeness it did nothing to change the fact that it was merely just a house and not a home. The young girl with her old eyes turns to leave without a word.

"Why?" the woman's voice halts her, "Why did you take me? Why now?"

Not looking back the girl answers. "It is my job."

In the corner is a cradle. This house was too similar for her tastes. A bitter reminder of everything the girl had led the woman from. "You have my congratulations."

"Congratulations?" the mother gasped at the girl, "How could you say such a wicked thing to me? Especially after what you have done."

"Because," she glanced over her shoulder, one eye watching the woman, "For one moment, as fleeting as it was, you were a mother."

It is then that the woman saw the reality of the girl. She looked maybe sixteen or so but she was far from young. It was her eyes. They had seen much, most likely more than she cared to. This girl, this woman trapped in a girl's body, was not a reaper or a demon or an angel. She was a ghost. A girl who had everything ripped from her in a single instant and would never be able to have the joys that others could.

Neither move, neither speak and it is the woman who looks away first. The girl leaves and disappears into the red morning. The woman cries in her empty house. The father holds his sleeping child whispering one word again and again.

Hope.

* * *

><p>If there was one thing the girl hated most it was when they asked her why. Why now? Why me? Why would you do this? Almost none could accept that it was just their time whether they liked it or not.<p>

Always why. As if she had a choice. As if she enjoyed taking them. She didn't. She loathed the task but never stopped. Not because she couldn't or thought it sad. Hate it as she might she would not let any others have it.

No one could understand this. Not even she understood it most days.

The service was only for the innocent. The guilty were forced to find their own way. Some would call it a karmic justice, but the truth was she just refused to lead them. They had wasted their lives, why should she lead them to a new one?

The girl stared at the red sky in dismay. There were never stars or even a sun. Red in the day, pitch black in the night. It unsettled her. Thankfully unlike everyone else she didn't need to stay. She blinked away to find a night where the stars never ended.

Thunk. Thunk. Thunk.

_So bored_. Peter thought.

Over and over he tossed the stones at the tree trunk.

Life was so dull with no one around. If only the dreamers never had to wake.

"Come back home already!" he growled at the sky but there was no difference. He was still alone.

There was the small sound of chirping coming from further up the tree. A mischievous smile lit up his features as he spotted the birds in the branches. Quickly he grabbed his slingshot and taking aim drew the band back.

_Snap!_ The stone flew and missed the nearest bird by several inches. Some flew off, others stayed. He took aim again and this time knocked one right off the branch.

A new game, he smiled as he followed the birds. How long would this one keep his attention?

Peter knew he'd have to stop when she returned but for right now he could play. She didn't approve of him hurting the animals like this. He told her that given her profession hearing that come from her was a laugh. She did not appreciate that.

Everything was going well until he accidentally shot a nest out and the mama bird chased after him pecking at his head. Okay, he's done. This game isn't fun anymore.

After he had lost the angry bird he kept walking through the jungle kicking at stones and leaves as he did. The island was quite a marvel but without anyone there it was the dullest thing ever. The only other people there were the mermaids and they didn't particularly like him or anyone for that matter. It was for that reason he refused to go swimming out in the sea. The last time he had tried one had grabbed his ankle and pulled him under. He may have broken snapped her neck when he kicked her away from him and made a break for the surface.

Often he finds himself longing for the life he had before he came here. There was a tree deep in the jungle that never stayed in the same place for long. His Thinking Tree. It held all the mementos and memories of life before Neverland. Well almost. He felt the small piece of metal that rested on a cord around his neck. He carried it everywhere with him.

He went to the tree now. Climbing up it's boughs to the small treehouse that resided at the very top. Under the bed was a chest. He pulled it out and flipped it open. Inside was a set of old clothes torn to shreds, a leather bound journal with the past entries smudged past legibility, a broken compass and an empty pink clam shell. He picked up the shell and inspected it carefully turning it this way and that in the light.

Yes. There were times he really did miss that other life.

Peter froze in place. Someone was entering Neverland and it wasn't a dreamer. He quickly placed everything back in the chest and shoved it back under the bed. He climbed on top of the tree house and saw something he definitely wasn't expecting to see ever again flying through the sky.

* * *

><p>The girl was sitting in the middle of a field staring up at the starry sky. Such a beautiful night. Not the best she had ever seen but definitely one she was glad she had found. She had to go to at least five other lands before finding one with a night like this.<p>

She breathed in the sweet scent of the wildflowers on the wind. She knew she had to be somewhere soon but she didn't want to leave this place. It was just so peaceful.

She did though. The girl stood to her feet and looked around at the empty field with it's large sparkling sky before leaving.

The next moment she was standing in the square of a small village. She enjoyed this type of task a lot better than leading people into the Underworld. She remained unseen by the villagers but they avoided where she stood. It was a side effect to her presence. They didn't realize that they avoided the spot or knew why they didn't want to be near it, just that it was bad.

A boy came running by with his dog. When they reached her the boy veered to the right so to avoid her presence but the dog stopped and stared at her baring its teeth and snarling. The girl kneeled down and held out a hand to the dog. The boy took notice and turned back to see what was wrong.

"Boy? Boy, what's the matter?" the little boy stared at her but saw nothing.

The girl touched the dog's head and it stopped growling and instead stared at her with innocent eyes. She gave a low whistle and the dog took off again. The boy quickly followed after not to remember the strange moment ever again.

The girl stood and waited. The person would be showing up soon. A man came hobbling by with his son. It was not the time for him to realize his fate but it was the girl that was going to push him closer towards it. Shifting into a dirty peasant the girl knelt down on the ground and let herself be seen.

"Please kind sir," she said in her most convincing weak voice, "Can you spare a coin?"

"Oh uh I'm sorry my dear, I can't" the man fumbled nervously.

The girl nodded, "I understand...I suppose I will try to find some wild berries for supper tonight. They are in season." she stood up and began to limp away.

"Wait!" the man called back to her, "I uh...I suppose I could part with a couple copper pieces." He handed her three small copper coins.

"Bless you sir" she smiled at him gratefully, "bless you."

She walked away but not before she heard the man's son, "Papa, didn't we need every bit to afford the new axle for the wheelbarrow?"

"Well yes but that is if we don't haggle. We can convince the shopkeeper to lower the price just a smidge. That girl looked like she needed a meal more than we need a working wheelbarrow."

"We helped her right, papa?"

"That we did, Bae. That we did." they walked away and the girl frowned down at the copper pieces in her hand. She spotted a donation box and dropped them in. She couldn't return them but she could put his generosity to good use.

That was it then. The girl had nothing more to do until she received new tasks. She could go home soon. She vanished from the small village so to see if her boss was finally finished with her for the time being.


	2. Chapter 2

_*In the past*_

It was a bright morning in the kingdom of Morring as the mist rolled in from the sea. Ships rocked in the slow lap of the ocean and the servants of the castle bustled about. Everyone was waking up and getting ready to go about their daily lives.

Out in the bay a beautiful ship of the Royal Navy of the Kingdom of Luncree was coming into port. A cabin boy no older than fourteen was hanging up in the rigging, the feel of the cool morning sea air spraying against his face as the seaside kingdom came into view. It was the first time they were going to be docking in almost two weeks and although he loved the sea he could not wait to be back on solid ground.

"Pan!" a voice shouted from below, "Stop dallying up there and help bring the ship into port."

"Aye Captain" Peter grabbed hold of a rope and swung down onto the deck.

The rest of the crew helped bring the ship in and soon they were anchored at the docks. "Men," the captain called to the crew, "We are here to restock our provisions and rest, we leave tomorrow morning at the crack of dawn. If there is one sailor suffering from the after effects of the devil's nectar I do not want to hear any complaining or see any shoddy workmanship. If you are not on this ship when we are making way then you will be left behind. Understood?"

"Aye Captain" the crew answered.

They were free to leave the ship. It was Peter's first time seeing this kingdom, he wondered if they had good apples here. Lord knew he needed something more than Cook's beef slop to eat. "Pan!" he was called back before he could so much as step off the ship.

"Yes, Captain?" he turned around to see what he needed.

"Forgetting something?" the Captain held up his coin pouch, "You won't get very far without any silver to buy a meal."

"Thank you, Captain." he tossed the pouch to him.

"You need to stop being so forgetful, you're gonna pay for it one day."

"I'll keep that in mind, Captain." he nodded putting the pouch in his pocket. "Am I free to go ashore now?"

"Yes m'boy" Captain Jones smiled at him.

"Liam" Lieutenant Killian was waiting by the wheel, "A word?"

"Certainly," he answered then turned back to Peter, "Enjoy your time ashore, don't go getting into any trouble."

"Of course sir" he nodded and without wasting another moment Peter left the ship and followed the rest of the crew toward the marketplace. Already the town was full of life as the people moved from one stall to another collecting groceries. It was such a happy little kingdom. He could get used to this. He found the produce stand and eyed the bright red apples greedily.

He bought one and left the stand to peruse the rest of the market. Nothing was really catching his eye. Nothing that he really needed at least. He kept his eyes peeled for a tavern or an inn where he could get a decent meal tonight.

Then he saw her. A girl with her arms overloaded with groceries. She maneuvered blindly through the crowd bumping and stumbling as she did. He saw her arm slip and reacted without thought, "Watch it" he caught a sack of flour before it hit the ground.

"Thank you so much" the girl peaked her head around a bag of potatoes.

She smiled down at Peter who was still frozen in place on the ground. He stared back up at her at a loss for words. She was his age with long blonde hair plaited down her back and warm, dark, brown eyes.

He realized he was staring and quickly looked away fumbling back to his feet. "You dropped this" he stammered.

"Yes, I did" she kept smiling at him which made his face go red. She was pretty, really pretty.

"Uh...w-why are you trying to hold all this stuff?" he struggled for something to say, "Wouldn't a wheelbarrow be easier to haul everything?"

"It would if the wheelbarrow wasn't broken." she shrugged. "If you want I can take that back." she made a pathetic grab for the flour. He held it out of her reach.

"Oh no please, let me." he grabbed the bag of potatoes and slung them over his shoulder.

"No, you don't need to-"

"It's not an option." he smiled back at her, "Where are you heading?"

"To the Sandcastle Inn" her face flushed pink. She nodded in the direction she was heading and they started walking. "My name's Sophie by the way, Sophie Dollard."

"Peter, Peter Pan." he introduced himself. "So I'm guessing you work at this inn?"

"Sort of, it's my mamey's inn. She calls me her little working girl but it's just a cute way to say scullery maid." her laugh was like a bell. "What about you? I know everyone in town and I know I would remember meeting you."

"Really?" he smirked at her and her face burned hotter.

"N-No, I just- I meant-" she bit her lip and Peter held in a laugh.

"I know what you meant" still it made him blush as well. She was just like a little doll. "I'm a junior sailor which is just a fancy way of saying cabin boy."

"Oh, you must be part of the crew that just sailed in aren't you? I saw the boat coming in on my way to the market. A beautiful vessel and that's saying something because living in a seaside town I see my fair share of ships come and go."

"Indeed, why she's called the Jewel of the Realm. I can guarantee you will never see a more beautiful ship in all your days."

"You seem very passionate about it. I would expect nothing less of a sailor." Ahead of them a white stone building came into view. The windows were framed by coral shutters, and all around the building grew an array of orange and purple wildflowers. Out in the front a sign bleached by the sun stood and printed in light blue writing was the name of the inn.

She walked off towards the side of the building and Peter followed after her. There was a backdoor and she kicked on it with her foot. An older man opened the door with a smile until his gaze landed on Peter standing behind Sophie.

Sophie herself didn't seem to notice anything until she looked back at Peter. "Can you let us past, Wilfred? This stuff is getting heavy."

"Of course," he stepped back out of the way as Sophie entered. Peter tried to follow after her but was blocked by the large man. "I'll take those." he grabbed the flour and potatoes from Peter then kicked the door shut in his face.

Peter stood at the door for a moment before stepping back. His work was done here then, he guessed. He turned around to head back when he spotted the broken wheelbarrow Sophie had mentioned on their way here.

It seemed like a simple broken wheel. It just needed replacing. Looking back once more at the closed door he got a strange idea.

* * *

><p>"Wilfred?" Sophie looked back over her shoulder when she heard the door slam shut. "Where's Peter?"<p>

"Gone" the Inn's cook said, "You shouldn't hang around sailors, Sophie. Even a young one."

"He's only a cabin boy, and I was quite enjoying his company until you slammed the door in his face." she set the load in her arms down. She turned back for the door when Wilfred stopped her.

"That's what sailors do." Wilfred told her, "They charm you with sweet words and false promises just to get what they want from you be it a free meal or a partner for the night."

"Wilfred!" Sophie gasped at him in obvious disgust, "He was helping me carry the groceries because you haven't fixed the wheelbarrow yet. If it wasn't for him showing up when he did I would have lost the flour and possibly everything else."

"Be as that may be remember what happened to Grace when she got close to a sailor. He wooed her, had his fun then left her to raise a child all on her own never to be seen again." he pointed a calloused hand at her, "She was only a couple years older than you."

"Well I am not Grace." she huffed, "He wasn't trying to woo me either, we were talking about ships."

"Deception comes in all forms" Wilfred muttered but Sophie ignored him and left the kitchen to go out to the main hall. The main floor of the inn was alive and bustling with people. Men in uniform of that of a Navy were milling about. This must be Peter's crew.

Sophie would have wanted nothing more than to help the busy barmaids bustling from table to table but knew it was useless. Her mamey never let her out on the main floor when they were busy, especially when a new ship pulled into port. The entire staff of the inn seemed to have one common goal, keep Sophie from men.

Ever since she came here to live with her mamey that's how her life has been. She cleans dishes where she can keep out of sight, she sweeps floors as the lamp light dies and the hall is empty, she spends hours in the laundry room with her arms elbow deep in soapy water. Basically any job where she didn't need to see anyone that's what she did.

The only reason she was allowed to go out to the market and get the groceries by herself was because mamey's hip was bothering her and without the wheelbarrow she wouldn't have been able to carry everything with her. What would she say when Wilfred told her about Peter? He really was just being helpful.

How long could they expect her to avoid the opposite gender? She was fourteen, it was a perfectly normal age for her to want to see boys. What did that matter to them though? They apparently thought that her just looking at a boy would end up with her pregnant.

She thought about sneaking back outside but knew that was what Wilfred expected her to do. Besides, Peter was most likely gone by now. She stared at all the happy people before heading upstairs to the top floor where her mamey and Sophie's rooms were. She knocked on the door to her mamey's bedroom before opening it.

"Hello mamey" she peaked her head inside, "I'm back from the market."

"Hello darling, come in." her mamey didn't look up from her papers. Sophie set the pouch of coins on her desk. "How was the market? You didn't have a problem carrying everything on your own did you?"

"Oh none at all, for the most part."

"What do you mean?" mamey asked.

"Well the flour slipped out of my hand but someone caught it before it hit the ground." Sophie knew that she was going to end up hearing about this one way or another so it might as well be from her.

"That's nice...who?" her mamey peered at her with her old but oddly sharp grey eyes.

"A boy…" she mumbled staring down at her toes. She could feel her mamey's eyes burning a hole through her head. "I had tried to tell him I could carry everything on my own but he insisted on helping me take everything back. It was very kind of him to do."

She risked a glance back at her mamey. "I see, was he one of the sailors that just came into port?"

"Well yes but he is merely a cabin boy, mamey. He couldn't be no more older than I." she explained quickly.

"You know what I'm going to say to you, don't you?"

"Oh please mamey, he was only helping me. Not all men are only interested in scandalous activity. Surely you must know that."

"I know that you are still a child."

"I am fourteen! I may be young still but I am not a child grandmother! Why do you still treat me as if I am a defenseless kid? I can look after myself enough not to be taken in by a man's honeyed words." she begged.

"That is what you may think my darling but men are a tricky sort. They will say anything, make you believe whatever you wish just to have their fun. If you have not noticed you are blossoming into womanhood and when that happens men can skiff it out like a bloodhound."

"Grandmother, please. The boy I met, the one that helped me carry the groceries, he was not a man looking for a woman to abuse. I could tell from the way he tripped all over himself. He is just a boy and…"

"Though a boy, handsome I suppose?" she quirked an eyebrow up at her granddaughter.

Sophie felt her face flush once more that day. He was rather cute in his own little way. The windswept tangle of brown hair and those deep emerald green eyes. His smile was a tad crooked and shy when he looked at her.

"I would say so, he was no cod fish at least." Sophie hadn't even realized she was smiling. Her mamey watched her curiously before letting out a long sigh.

"Sophie, my darling," she took her hand in her old wrinkled ones. "I want you to be happy and meet a good man that will give you everything but you are still very young. I do not want to see you taken advantage of is all."

"Please, mamey," Sophie implored gripping the old woman's hands tightly in her own, "You need to trust me to make my own decisions. Keeping me locked away out of sight in this inn can't keep me from the world forever. I want to see new lands, I want to meet new people, and I want to be trusted to do it on my own."

"I know, I just wish you didn't." she picked up her handkerchief and dabbed at her eyes, "Oh look at me, leaking like a rusty pipe. How'd you get to be so old all of the sudden? Feels like just yesterday you were a scared little tot picking wildflowers."

"I won't be leaving anytime soon, but maybe you can let me leave the inn more than you do? Talk to the people that come into port? Something small just for a start."

Her mamey smiled at her now and gave her a slow nod. "You want to go find that cabin boy don't you?"

Sophie chuckled softly and nodded herself, "We were having a nice conversation before Wilfred slammed the door in his face."

"Then go," she released her granddaughter's hands, "be careful though."

"I always am." Sophie felt her heart skip a beat as she quickly darted out of the room and back downstairs.


	3. Chapter 3

Where the girl showed up next was not a place that many had seen and lived to tell the tale. It was actually her least favorite place but one she visited quite often. It was a large underground cavern carved into a rugged circle. There were five large arches around the room that through them flowed five different rivers from the center of the room. Unlike the rest of the roughly carved room the middle was smooth dark marble in a perfect circle and a golden insignia.

The middle housed an odd assortment of objects. A billiard table, a desk with a gramophone on it, a large red velvet arm chair, an old grandfather clock, a long table filled with nothing but crystal decanter glasses, and some other knicknacks that seemed absolutely useless but she never questioned it. She may have been in his employ but she refused to be on a casual basis with the god of the Underworld.

She still couldn't get used to that. She worked for Hades. It was such a surreal thought.

"There's my little reaper" a voice behind her almost made her jump. She turned around and looked at the man. He was such a normal looking man, like someone she would have seen back in her old home. She didn't have a hard time remembering that he was a god though.

"I'm assuming your duties went well?" he sat down in the red upholstered chair.

"Well enough," she sighed and pulled the desk chair to face him, "I don't suppose you'll tell me why making this Rumplestiltskin's life hard is about, are you?"

"It is a need to know basis, Sophie darling. And you do not need to know, at least for now." he waved his hand and a pot of tea and cups appeared on the side table next to him. "Care for some? It's ginseng, your favorite."

"Sure" she sighed and he poured her a cup before handing it to her. "Is it too hopeful to wish that I'll be going home soon?"

"Right down to business, hm?" he took a sip of tea, "I thought we could chat for a while, you are my only real employee. We should have a good relationship."

"Well I'm sorry," she gave him a fake smile, "most people would not like to know you let alone have a relationship, professional or friendly."

He brought a hand up to his chest in feigned hurt. "My dear little reaper, how could you say such things?"

She did not say anything. She just wanted to go home. "Fine, fine," Hades sighed, "Down to business."

He conjured a journal from nothing and flipped through a few pages making little tsking and humming sounds. Sophie sat in her seat impatiently. He was taking a long time on purpose. "Well no one is set to go directly to the Underworld for a while and I don't need you for a mission at the moment so, you are free to go. I'm mean that figuratively of course, you are not actually free."

"Yeah, I got it." she stood up again, "Thanks for the tea."

"Wait a second," he snapped his fingers and Sophie froze where she stood. Hades smiled at her with a pompous regality expected of a god and unbound her. "You are not going to want to go back quite yet."

Sophie started to smile back. She knew that smile. Someone died, someone she didn't like. "I knew that would get your attention" Hades wagged a finger at her. He stood up and came to stand next to her.

"You've been waiting for this one for a long time my sweet." he whispered into her ear. "He should be waiting in the square right now."

"Which one?" she asked not bothering to keep the giddiness out of her.

"Older, and I think you're going to love the story." he patted her shoulder, "Go have some fun."

"I plan to" she blinked away to the middle of the Underworld.

Now despite what everyone would think the Underworld was not some version of hell with screams of agony, lakes of fire, and little winged demons flying around stabbing people with pitchforks. The Underworld could be anything Hades wanted it to be. Right now it was a patchwork of a hundred different towns. If you walked down the main road the pavement eventually turned to bricks, then cobblestone, then dirt, then sand and eventually ended with a wooden dock stretching out into the River of Souls that surrounded the land. If you lived there long enough you could almost believe it was a regular town if not for the blood red sky.

The middle of the Underworld was where all the new souls ended up. The ones that Sophie did not lead into the Underworld. The ones that if they were ever faced with the Ledge would go straight down into the flames.

It was probably one of the stranger places in the Underworld, to Sophie at least. She had never seen concrete before coming there. There were large buildings down each street. The centerpiece was the tall clock tower that stretched almost into the clouds. It didn't work though. Since the day she saw it the clock has stayed at eight fifteen.

No one ever came here. They preferred their own little homes and towns to stay in. The empty town square had one new occupant now though.

"Hello, hello" Sophie chirped and the man turned around. He was exactly as she remembered. Trimmed hair, pristine Navy Captain uniform, and a vacant incomprehensive expression. He was indeed a handsome man even in death.

"Who are…" he started to say but trailed off. She watched with contained delight as he walked up to her his steps echoing softly in the silence. He was only a couple feet away from her when the realization dawned on him. Who he was looking at. "Sophie?"

"Welcome to the Underworld, Captain."

"T-The Underworld?" he stared up at the red sky, "No. I'm not-"

"Oh but you really are," she moved around him in a circle like a beast with its prey, "dead Captain. You are very much indeed dead."

Captain Jones watched her with a mixture of horror and confusion. "Does that mean that you too are…"

"Dead? Me? Not at all, I just work here." she shrugged. The Captain noticed soon enough that she was not walking but rather floating. Her skirts scarcely touching the ground. He looked back up at her eyes turning this way and that trying to keep her from being out of his direct sight. This girl. This was not the same girl he had last seen before. She was older, wiser, dangerous.

"Sophie, you're not making any sense. How can you work here? You're just a little girl." the Captain asked her. "The last time I saw you was-"

"I remember the last time I saw you" she ground through clenched teeth, "It is not something one can forget." The pain. The absolute agony of that day. No, she would never be able to forget it.

"It has only been a year" the Captain sighed, "It must have been rough for you."

"A year? Is that how long it's been? Time is so tricky, it's been around twenty years for me, a little less." She always knew time was different in each realm but for only one year to pass in the near twenty she spent? That was fascinating.

"Twenty-how is that even possible? You look like you're still seventeen." The Captain gaped at her. He really was starting to lose it. Accepting the fact that you died is hard to come to terms with for most. They usually distract themselves with some other thought to cope. It was always something dull and mundane though. Boring!

Sophie rolled her eyes and stopped circling him. "You see Captain, when one works for the lord of the Underworld there are some perks of a sort." she reclined back as if there was chair in the air. "Perk one: I can do stuff like this." she gave a wave of her hand and her regular dress turned into a sparkling ballgown. "Along with being able to hop from one realm to the next with no problem whatsoever." she turned the ballgown back to her regular dress.

"Perk number two: I never age and I can also never die." she made a dagger materialize out of thin air. "I mean I am still alive technically but I am unable to die without Hades permission. Watch."

She held the blade to her throat. "Sophie no!" Captain Jones tried to pull the blade away from her but she had already swept it across her neck. He watched in horror as the long red line started to drip with blood. Then it closed itself up as if it was never there. Not a scar nor a drop of blood to be seen.

"See," she smiled and dropped the bloody dagger to the ground. "Not everything is great though. I mean I have to do anything and everything that Hades says but besides that I don't have all that much to do. Well at least that was until you came along Captain." she grinned at him much in the way a hungry wolf would. He half expected her to lick her lips.

Captain Jones stumbled back away from her. This was not Sophie. Not the Sophie he had known anyways. This girl was heartless and dark and cruel. She wanted blood, his blood. She wanted revenge.

"What are you going to do to me?" he demanded. "I'm already dead!"

"There are worse things than death Captain." in an instant they were on a dock and the Captain was hanging over the River of Lost Souls. "One drop of this and you'll be swimming in eternal torment."

"Sophie, Sophie, please!" the Captain begged kicking and flailing above the water trying to get to the safety of the docks. "I never meant to hurt you or Peter! I swear! It wasn't our fault!"

"Oh," she loosened her hold on him so that he sunk towards the water slowly, "But it really was."

"Sophie!" a voice shouted at her making her freeze. The Captain was still in the air looking at the figure behind her. "I don't usually care if you throw a soul into the River but I need this one."

"Sir…"

"That's an order, Sophie!" Hades yelled at her and she pulled Captain Jones back to the dock before dropping him to the ground. Hades strode past her and looked at the Captain with smug superiority. "Nice to see you again, Captain."

Sophie stood behind them simmering at having been interrupted. It wasn't enough for her that the Captain was dead, she wanted him to hurt as badly as she had. Hades looked back at her with a questioning glance. "You may leave now. Your work is done."

"But sir-"

"Oh, do you not wish to return to your precious island now? If that is so then I can find some more work for you." it was a threat. If she didn't leave now he would keep her away much longer than was necessary.

"No sir," she stepped away from the situation.

"That's what I thought," he smirked, "run along my little reaper."

She didn't respond but shot him a cold glare before blinking away from the Underworld. She was finally going home.


End file.
